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Payback's a bitch 


Disclaimer: Don't own these people, or these events. Didn't make any money from this story. Isn't there a way 


to just write one disclaimer and refer to that one forever and ever? Didn't think so. 


Slash punched his hand against the brick wall of the hotel. He cursed loudly, throwing the empty bottle of Jack 


Daniels clear across the room. 


"That fucking redhead fucked me over for the last time" he hissed through clenched teeth. "Letting me sit in 
jail cuz he's too busy fucking. Well, payback's a bitch asshole." He stormed out of his room, slamming the door 
behind him, fully intent on killing Axl Rose. As he marched his way down the silent hall, he had time to truly 
consider his options. The way he saw it, Axl owed him for too many things to even begin listing. Surely, he 
could find a way to make his singer pay without landing himself right back in jail. He smiled slightly, deciding on 
a much more pleasurable revenge. Maybe Axl would even like it-although more likely he would get himself 


kicked out of the band. 


He knocked on Axl's suite. After a few minutes of him uncomfortably shifting his weight from one hip to the 
other, Axl opened the door. 


"Hey babe." 

Axl stared at him. 

"You're drunk" 

He started to close the door, but Slash stopped it with his fist. 

"Christ, what the fuck happened to your hand?" 

Without waiting for an answer, Axl took it gently between both his own hands and pulled him through the 
debris on his floor to his bathroom. He turned on the faucet, cleaning his hand of dried blood. He held it closely 
to his eyes, examining it for glass. Finding none, he let go. 


"Hold on." 


He rummaged impatiently in his closet for a few seconds, before producing a white towel. He held his hand 


gently, wrapping it carefully in the makeshift bandage. 

"You won't need stitches.” 

"Thank you" 

He shook himself, this was the only change he would ever have with this redhead 

"You owe me for tonight: For not being there for me” 

He was surprised at how much the last part hurt to say. Especially since it was true. Axl raised an eyebrow. 


"And for a lot of other nights. You always say you owe me one, but you never do anything about it. | never 


thought you would back out of a debt" 


Axl crossed his arms over his chest, opening his mouth to argue. Slash cut him off before he could say 


anything. 

"OF course, you can deny me what I'll ask, I'll walk out and we'll never see each other again" 
Axl closed his mouth, his eyes were ice. 

"What do you want" 


"Kneel ." 


Revenge is sweet 


Axl laughed. 

"You're funny.” 

He turned to leave, still snickering to himself. Slash grabbed his wrist. 

"l'm not kidding. Fucking kneel or watch me walk away." 

Gray eyes held his for a moment, and Slash was almost positive he was about to get punched. Without taking 
his eyes off him, Axl lowered himself slowly onto both his knees. The silence stretched on neither man looking 
away. Suddenly Axl snatched his hand back and the moment snapped. Slash tossed his hair out of his eyes, then 
started to undo the button on his jeans. Axl's eyes widened. Slash smirked down at him. 

"I know you live in denial babe, but you really never knew?" 

Axl covered his uninjured hand with his own, stopping its movement. 

"We're even after this?" 

His inquiry was asked calmly. Slash couldn't believe he would allow it. 

"Yog" 

Axl nodded and sat back, content to watch him fumble with his clothes. He cursed as the fabric bunched 
arourd his zipper. Axl chuckled, batting his hands away lightly he began fixing the mess that Slash had made 
out of his pants. The brunette held his chin, wrenching it up painfully. 

"Don't laugh at me." 

His insecure growl made Axl's eyes soften 

"Wasn't." 

With that he managed to free his erection. He closed his eyes and opened his mouth. 

"Keep your eyes on me. No pretending" 

Axl did as he was ordered, leaning forward he slid his mouth over his lightly veined cock. Slash covered his 


hands with his reddish blonde hair watching it tumble over the white towel and his tanned fingers. He suddenly 
got impatient with Axl's pleasurable, but slow movements. He pushed his hips into his mouth as hard as he 


could, grabbing the back of his head to hold him steady. Axl gagged, wrenching himself free. He coughed and 
gasped trying to catch his breath. Slast sat in front of him, rubbing soothing circles on his back watching him 
fight for air. 

"Relax, breath through your nose.’ 


Axl coughed again, shoulders shuddering with the effort as he tried to calm himself. Slash wrapped his arms 
around him in an effort to calm him, but the smaller man shook him off. 


"You wanted a whore, you got one. Don't touch me like you care, and don't PUSH like that.” 
He choked on his tears then, biting his lip to keep them in. 

"lm sorry! 

His voice was barely above a whisper. 

‘I've wanted you for so fucking long man, and | just-l thought you were teasing me." 


Axl glared daggers at him. When Slash's distressed face didn't change expression he eyed him warily and slowly 


leaned onto his shoulder. 

"| never did this before.” 

Slash winced. 

"| didn't know that." 

Axl nodded. They stayed like that for a few minutes, and Slash daringly combed his fingers through his hair 
again. Axl sighed, reaching down into his lap. He held his half-limp cock in his fist before leaning down towards 
it. 
"No." 

Axl blinked completely confused at Slash's rapid mood swings. 

‘| can't use you." 

Axl tried to catch his eyes, but as always his curly hair hid his face. 


"Can you forgive me?" 


"It didn't hurt too" 


"No, not for that. For wanting you so much that | didn't care how you felt about it" 
The redhead's cheeks turned the same shade as his hair. 

"Would it make you feel better if | told you | want you too?" 

"You're teasing me." 

He rose angrily to his feet. 

"Even | can't fake an erection" 


Slash stared at him, then let his eyes wander down his bare chest, past the strawberry hairs peeking out of 
his jeans. He gulped at the distinct bulge. 


"Not on the bathroom floor, alright?" 


It came out nasty and he walked out, not bothering to apologize. Slash shuffled after him. At the foot of his 
bed Axl turned, wrapping his arms around his neck. Standing on tiptoe he kissed him, darting away before Slash 


could deepen it. 
"Good?" 


Slash could only nod. Axl sat down on the bed looking up at him. Slash recognized that expression. He hadn't 
seen that scared look of rejection since the first time he'd sang in front of him. It still had the same effect on 


him. All he wanted to do was gather him in his arms and kiss him. He hadn't been able to do it then, but 


maybe now- 

Kneeling in front of him, he captured his mouth, surprised when Axl immediately let him have control. The only 
fights Slash ever won with him was physical. He smiled around Axl's tongue and when the redhead wrapped his 
arms around his neck again, he slowly crawled up his body. He pulled his face back, watching his face for any 
sign on discomfort. Axl pushed his head back down, curling his finger in his unruly hair. 


‘I'm gonna cum on your stomach if we keep kissing like this." 


His voice was rough with lust, it felt like he hadn't spoken in years. Axl giggled, running his thumb over his 
bottom lip. Slash opened his mouth, tugging gently on the pad of his finger. Axl's eyes turned to dark blue. 


"You got anything?" 


Axl frowned for a moment, then caught a clue. He blushed again shaking his head. Slash cursed again. 


Axl hid his face in his curly hair, kissing his cheek. Slash smiled at the innocent caress. 

| won't be able to-without hurting you." 

Axl nodded. 

| might have whipped cream." 

Slash laughed. Axl cringed thinking he was mocking him. 

Is not that.” 

He kissed him quickly, Axl was always the one who was good with words. 

"The last thing | would've thought for lube was that.” 

Axl nodded, relaxing. Slash got up, quickly discarding his shirt, and sliding his pants all the way off. Axl tore his 
eyes off his tanned body, slipping his own jeans off. Slash began kicking at the debris, trying to find the whipped 


cream. 


Axl got up walking to the kitchen, and opened the refrigerator. He closed his hand over the can, and handed it 
to Slash. He got a smile for it, and a seering kiss. Slash guided him back to the bed. 


"You can say stop whenever you want to." 


| ran out of titles. 


Axl nodded, his hand gliding over his muscled stomach and back. Slash gasped as Axl's mouth closed over one 
of his nipples. 


"Ay" 
The redhead mercifully relented, and lay down. 

AE Sale 

He protested, the sight of his nude best friend rendering him incapable of full sentences. 
‘| don't care, | want to see you." 

He kissed him again. 

"You're so beautiful” 


His tone of wonderment made Slash smile as he reached for the abandoned can of cream. As soon as it came 


into view, Axl tensed. 

"IFs okay, we'll stop." 

Axl's eyes widened, as his hands raked over his flesh. 

"Nol" 

Slash held his hands firmly to stop their shaking quest over his skin 

"Okay. It's okay. l'm not leaving you." 

Axls gray eyes filled. Slash spoke again, he'd never seen him cry before and he didn't want to now. 

‘lm. Not. Leaving you." 

Axl nodded, pulling on his shoulders for a hug. Slash held him tightly, feeling Axl's tears wet his hair. When he 
finally relaxed again, Axl reached for the can. The sound of it squirting into his hand made him laugh, breaking 
the tension. Slash smiled, tilting his face up to see his eyes, they always lit up when they were happy. Slash 
brought Axl's hand down to his cock. He blushed again but didn't pull away, letting Slash's hand guide him. When 


Slash was done, he brought his hand up to his mouth, and licked at the cream, nibbling on each finger once 


they were clean. Axl giggled, arching his back he curled his long legs around Slash's narrow waist. Slash hovered 


above him for a moment, grabbing a pillow and sliding it under Axl. 

"Ready?" 

His whisper was followed by a playful bit on his ear. Axl laughed, nodding. He slid in slowly giving Axl time to 
adjust. His nails scratched hard on his back, leaving half-moon marks with every push. The other hand 
wandered into his hair holding it back from his face in a fist. Slash had never felt so vulnerable, all his 
pleasure was clear to see. Axl parted his lips, and the older man took the silent invitation, swirling his tongue 
around the corners of his mouth. 

"You're gorgeous." 

He panted the words, cumming hard into his passage, watching Axl's eyes dilate before following him. They held 
each other waiting for their shuddering to end. Slash recovered first, rolling off so as not to crush his lover. 
He lay his forehead on Axl's slightly sweaty shoulder. He felt Axl move hesitantly towards him, and he held out 
his arm. Axl curled against his side, kissing the pulse in his throat. 

"We're gonna need a shower." 

Slash said sleepily. Axl nodded yawning. 

"Did | hurt you?" 

"You could never do that." 

Slash lifted him, surprised at how thin he was. He pulled him into his lap, so he could hold him with both arms. 
"Stay with me?" 

Axl smiled into his chest. 

"Yes." 

Slash tightened his grip, wanting him to understand. 

"Not just for tonight." 

Axl craned his head up towards him, studying his face. 


"| will" 


He settled him more firmly on his lap. 


"Ill crush you." 
"No, you won't" 

Axl stopped struggling, kissing him deeply, 

"You stay too." 

He tried to make the request light, but Slash cupped his face in his hand, nodding, not trusting his voice. 


"No crying." Axl admonished, blinking quickly. Slash watched him lick his lips before leaning up for another kiss. 


